Travels in Two Democracies
serious tastes or out of simple native volatility. I asked her to
go over the words of "Serdtse" with me. She did so, and when
she had finished, much struck by the complicated monogram
which her sister had made at the bottom of the page, she picked
up a pencil and for some minutes became absorbed in an attempt
to reproduce it. I took her hand in mine and examined it and
told her that all Soviet girls were strong. She replied, without
any kind of coquetry, that she didn't know about that, but that
she was strong herself because she'd done a lot of work. She
held up her right arm and clenched her fist and made me feel
her muscle, which was certainly extremely hard. I tried to kiss
her other hand, but she took it away and said, "No!"
A little dampened by this, I presently left her to read and
went in and took another nap. This time it was night when I was
" awakened by the low voices of a young man and a young woman
going to bed in the beds opposite mine. When they were in bed,
the man stretched out his hand across the gap between the cots,
and the woman gave him her hand, and he held it till they went
to sleep. I decided to get up and go in and visit Claudia
Dmitrievna again. I found her in her little room, lying down
-with a blanket over her on a hard wooden cot with no mattress.
I thought I would sit up and read till the boat got in at 2:30.
Claudia Dmitrievna went straight to sleep and snored with such
shattering violence that I could not keep my mind on the book.
It got colder and I went back to bed.
I slept till 2:15 and then sprang up, much alarmed for fear
I had missed the boat. I said "Do svidmyd* to Claudia
Dmitrievna, who woke up as I came through the office, and
kissed her good-by on the forehead j and made a dash for the
dock. When I had stumbled down the hill through the mud,
now considerably hardened with the cold, I found the gate
locked and no one around. I went back to the flophouse in con-
sternation, and Claudia Dmitrievna called up the dock and
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